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state is becoming a bewildered horror; and yet we
cannot deny that Mr. Walkley was right, though we may
regard his pessimism as exaggerated. There are one
or two cases on record in which criticism, or the fear
of it, has really checked the production of peculiarly
sensitive and fastidious minds. I will not mention
Keats, for after the savage and Tartarly article he went
on producing in greater quantity and finer quality
than ever before, and would have so continued but for
a very natural death. Robert Montgomery, whom
Macaulay killed, is a happier instance. And there
may here and there also have been a poet or novelist
like that " Pictor Ignotus " of Browning's, who cried :

" I could have painted pictures like that youth's
Ye praise so 1"

He would have had a painter's fame :

" But a voice changed it.    Glimpses of such sights
Have scared me, like the revels through a door
Of some strange house of idols at its rites I
This world seemed not the world it was,, before :
Mixed with my loving, trusting ones, there trooped
. . . Who summoned those cold faces that begun
To press on me and judge me ?   Though I stooped
Shrinking, as from the soldiery a nun,
They drew me forth, and spite of me . . . enough !"

Unhappily, there are few souls so humble, so con-
ventual as that. George Eliot, as Mr. Walkley recalled,
was terrified lest ill-judged blame or ill-judged praise
should discourage her production; but then she made
it a strict rule never to read any criticism, so that, of
course, it had no restraining effect upon her. Words-
worth seems to have read his critics, but though they